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SELECT FABLES. 



FABLE I. 

The Eacle , and the Assembly of 
Animals. 

As Jupiter's all-feeing eye 
Survey'd the worlds beneath the fky , 

From this fmall fpeck of earth were fent , 
Murmurs and founds of difcontent ; 

For ev’ry thing alive complain'd , 

That he the hardeft life fuftain’d . 

Jove calls his Eagle . At the word 
Before him Hands the royal bird . 

The bird , obedient , from heavVs height , 
Downward direfts his rapid flight ; 

Then cited ev'ry living thing , 

To hear the mandates of his king. 
Ungrateful creatures , whence arife 
Thcfe murmurs which offend the fkies ? 

Why this difordcr ? fay the caufe : 

For juft are Jovt's eternal laws . 
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4 FABLES. 

Let each his difcontent reveal 5 
To yon four Dog , I firft appeal . 

Hard is my lot , the Hound replies , 

On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies! 
While I , with weary flep and flow, 

O’er plains and vales , and mountains go 
The morning fees my chafe begun , 

Nor ends It till the fetting fun. 

When ( fays the Greyhound ) I purfuc, 

My game is loft , or caught in view ; 

Beyond my fight the prey’s fccure : 

The hound is flow , but always Aire . 

And had I his fagacious feent , 

Jove ne’er had heard my difcontent . 

The Lion crav’d the Fox's art ; 

The Fox the Lion's force ar.d heart. 

The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight , 
Whose wings were rapid , strong , and light : 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing defpis'd , 

And the Cock’s match'cfs valour priz’d , 

The Fiflics wifh’d to graze the plain. 

The Bcafts , to fk^m beneath the main . 

Thus . envious of another’s flare , 

Each blam’d the partial hand of l'ate. 

The bird of hcav'n then cry'd aloud , 
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fables. 

Jove bids difperfe ihe murm’rirg crowd ; 
The God rejefts your idle prayers . 

Would ye , rebellious mutineers , 

Entirely change your name and nature, 

And be the very envy'd creature ? 

What , (iicnt ail , and none confcnt ! 

Be happy then , and learn content : 

Nor imitate the rertlefs mind, 

And proud ambition of mankind . 

FABLE II. 

The Miser and Plutifs . 

The wind was high , the window fhakes 
With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes 
Along the Client room lie ftalks ; 

Looks back, and trembles as he walks! 
Each lock and ev’ry bolt he tries , 

In ev'ry creek and corner pries , 

Then opes the chert with treafure ftor’d , 
And ftands in rapture o’er his hoard . 

But now, with fudden qualms pofleft, 

He wrings his hands , he beats his breaft . 
By conference flung , he wildly flares ; 
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6 FABLES. 

And thus his guilty foul declares . 

Had the deep earth her ftores confin'd. 

This heart had known fwect peace of mind . 
But virtue’s fold . Good goods ! what price 
Can rccompenfe the pangs of vice ! 

O banc of good! feducing cheat ! 

Can man, weak man, thy power defeat? 
Gold banifh'd honour from the mind , 

And only left the name behind ; 

Gold fow'd the world with ev'ry ill ; 

Gold taught the murd’rer’s fword to kill : 
‘Twas gold instructed coward hearts , 

In treach’ry's more pernicious arts . 

Who can recount the m fchiefs o'er f 
Virtue refides on eartlt no more ! 

He fpoke, and figh’d . In angry mood, 

Plutus , his god , before him (food . 

The Mifer trembling , lock'd his chest ; 

The Villon frown'd , and thus addreft . 
Whence is this vile ungrateful rant I 
Each fordid ralcal's dr> :, y cant? 

Did I , base wretch , corrupt mankind ? 

The fault's in thy rapacious mind . 

Bccaufc my bteftings arc abus'd 
Mult I be ccnfur’d , curs'd , accus'd ? 
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FABLES. 

Ev'n virtue's felf by knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade ; 

And prow’r ( when lodg’d in their pofleflion ) 
Grows tyranny , and rank oppreflion . 

Thus when the villain crams his cheft. 

Gold is the canker of the breaft ; 

’Tis avarice , infolencc , and pride. 

And cv'ry Chocking vice befide . 

But when to virtuous hands 'tis given. 

It blelTcs , like the dews of heaven: 

Like heav'n it hears the orphan's cries , 

And wipes the tears from widow’s eyes • 
Theis crimes on gold fhall mifers lay , 

Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay ! 

Let bravoes then ( when blood is fpilt ) 
Upbraid the paflive fword with guilt . 

FABLE III. 

The Lion , the Fox , and the Giise . 

A MON, tir’d with ffatc affairs. 

Quite lick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
Rcfolv’d ( remote from noife and ftrife ) 

In peace to pafs his latter life. 

A 4 




s FABLES. 

It was proclaim'd j the day was fet : 
Behold the gcn’ral council met . 

'i'hc Fox was Viceroy nam’d . The crowd 
To the new Regent humbly bow’d. 

Wolves , bears , and mighty tygers bend , 
And drive who mod fhall condcfcend • 
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He drait afiumes a folemn grace , 

Collects his wisdom in his face . 

The crowd admire his wit , his fenfe : 
Each word hath weight and confcquence , 
The flatt’ rcr all his art difplays: 
lie who hath power , is fure of praife . 

A Fox dept forth before the red , 

And thds the fervile throng addred. 

How vad his talents , born to rule , 

And train'd in virtue's honed fehool ! 

What clemency his temper fways ! 

How uncorrupt are all his ways ! 

Beneath his condutt and command , 




FABLES. 

Harangu'd apart the cackling brood ■ 
Whene'er I hear a knave commend , 

He bids me Chun his worthy friend . 

What praife ! what mighty commendation ! 
But 'twas a Fox who spoke th' oration . 
Foxes this government may prize , 

As gentle , plentiful , and wife ; 

If they enjoy the fweets , *tis plain , 

We Gecfo mull feel a tyrant reign . 

What havock now fhall thin our race , 
When cv’ry petty clerk in place. 

To prove his talte , and Teem polite , 

Will feed on Geefe both noon and night ! 

FABLE IV. 

Th* Ladt and the Wasp . 

HAT whifpers mud the Beauty bear 
What hourly nohfcnfc haunts her car ! 
Wherc-c’er her eyes difpcnfe their charms , 
Impertinence around her fuarms . 

Did not the tender nonfenfe ftrike , 
Contempt and fcorn might look dillike ; 
Forbidding airs nvght thin the place * 
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The flighted flap a fly can chafe; 

But who can drive the num’rous breed 1 
Chafe one , another will fucceed . 

Who knows a fool, mud know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend another: 

And with this plague fhe’s rightly curft , 
Becaufe fhe liften'd to the firft . 

As Doris at her toilette’s duty , 

Sat meditating on her beauty, 

She now was penfive, now was gay , 

And loll'd the fultry hours away . 

As thus in indolence fhe lies , 

A giddy Wafp around her flics. 

He now advances, now retires. 

Now to her neck and cheek afpircs . 

Her fan in vain defends her charms; 

Swift he returns , again alarms ; 

For by repulse he bolder grew , 

Perch’d on her lip , and sipt the dew . 

She frowns , fhe frets . Good gods ! fhe cries 
Protefl me from thefe tcazing flics ! 

Of all the plagues that hcav’n hath fent, 

A Wafp is moft impertinent . 

The hov’ring infeft thus complain'd , 

Am 1 then I lighted , fcorn’d, difdain’d 1 





FABLES. ii 

Can fiich offence your anger wake I 
'Twas beauty caus'd tfic bold miffake . 

Thofe cherry lips that breathe perfume t 
That check so ripe with youthful bloom , 

Made me with flrong dcfire purfiie 
The faireff peach that ever grew . 

Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 

Nor murder wafps like vulgar flies : 

For though he's free ( to do him right ) 

The creature's civil and polite . 

In extacies away he polls j 

Where e’er he came the favour boafts ; 

Brags how her sweeteft tea he lips , 

And Chews the fugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm’d the forward crew . 

Sure of succefs , away they flew . 

They share the dainties of the day , 

Round her with airy roufic play ; 

And now they flutter, now they reft. 

Now foar again, and fkim her breaft. 

Nor were they banish'd , till fhe found 
That Wafps have flings , and felt the wound . 
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The Bell and the Mastiff. 



OEFK you to train your fav’ritc boy i 
Each caution , ev’ry care employ : 

And ere you venture to confide , 

Let his preceptor’s heart be try’ll : 

Weigh well h ! s manners , life and fcopc ; 
On thefe depends thy future hope. 

As on a t’me, in peaceful rc’gn , 

A Bull enjoy’ J the flow’iy plain, 

A msfliff psfs’d ; inflam'd with ire , 

His eyeballs fhot indignant fire; 

He foam’d, he rag’d with thirst of blood. 
Spurning the ground the monarch flood , 
And roar’d aloud . Sufpend the fight ; 

In a whole fkin, go fleep to night: 

Or tell me . cre the battle rage , 

What wrorgs provoke thee to engage ? 

Is it ambition fires thy breafl , 

Or avar.ee that ne’er can reft 1 
From thefe alone unjuftly fpr ngs 
The world-defln ying wrath of kinga . 
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FABLES. 

The furly Maftiflf thin returns . 

Within my bofom glory burns . 

Like heroes of eternal name , 

Whom poets fing , I fight for fame . 

The butcher’s fp : rit ftirring mind 
To daily war my youth inclin'd ; 

He train'd me to heroic deed ; 

Taught me to conquer , or to bleed . 
Curs’d Dog , the Dull reply’d , no moro 
I Wonder at thy thirft of gore; 

For thou ( beneath a butcher train’d , 
Whofc hands with cruelty arc (lain'd , 

His da ly murders in thy view ) 

Mull , like thy tutor , blood purfuc . 

Take then thy fate . With goring wound , 
At once he lifts him from the ground ; 
AJof: the fprawling heto flics , 

JMang'cd l\e falls, he howls, aaJ dies. 
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4 FABLES. 

FABLE VI. 

The Peacock , the Turkey , and th« 
Goose . 




In beauiy faults confpicuous grow ; 

The fmalleft fpcck is feen on fnow . 

As near a barn , by hunger led , 

A Peacock with the Poultry fed ; 

All view’d him with an envious eye , 
And mock’d his gaudy pageantry . 

He, confcious of fupcr'mr merit , 

Contemns their bafe reviling fpirit ; 

His Hate and dignity alTumes, 

And to the fun difplays his plumes; 

Which like the heav’ns o’er arching fkies , 
Arc fpangied with a thoufand eyes . 

The circling rays, and varied light. 

At once confound their dazzled fight: 

On cv’ry tongue detraflion burns; 

And malice prompts their fplccn by turns . 
Mark , w.th what infolcncc and pride , 

The creature takes his haughty firide , 

The Turkey cries. Can fpleen contain? 
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Sure never bird was half so vain ! 

But were intrmfic merit Teen , 

We Tuikcys have the whiter fkin . 

From tongue to tongue they caught abuse 1 
And next was heard the hiding Goofe . 
What hideous legs ! what filthy claws ! 

I fcorn to ccnfure little flaws . 

Then what a horrid fquawling throat ! 

Ev’cn owls ere frighted at the note . 

True . Thofe are faults the Peacock cries j 
My feream , my fhanks you may defpise : 
But fuch blind critics rail in vain: 

What , overlook my radiant train! 

Know, did my legs ( your fcorn and fport) 
The Turkey or the Goofe fupport , 

An did ye feream with harfher found , 
Thofc faults in you had ne'er been found ; 
To all apparent beauties blind , 

Each blcmifh fir ikes an envious mind . 

Thus in aflemblies have I feen 
A nymph of brighteft charms and mien , 
Wake envy in each ugly face ; 

And buzz ng fcandai fills the place. 
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Cupid , Hymen , and Plutus . 




As Cupid in Cythera’s grove 
Employ'd the IciTer powers of love ; 

Some fhape the bow, or fit the firing ; 
Some give the taper fhaft its wing , 

Or turn the poiifh'd quiver's mould, 

Or head the darts with temper’d gold , 
Amidft their toil and various care , 

Thus Hymen with afiuming air 
Addrefs’d the God . Thou purblind chit , 

Of aukward and ill-judging wit, 

If matches are no better made , 

At once I muft forfwcar my trade. 

You fend me fuch ill-coupled folks, 

That 'tis a fhamc to fell them yokes . 

They fquabblc for a pin, a feather, 

And wonder how they came together. 

The hufljand’s fullen , dogged, fliy, 

The wife grows flippant in reply ; 

Ha loves command and due reftriflion , 

And fbc as well likes contradiftion : 

She 
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• FABLES. 17 

She new flavifhly lubmits; 

She’ll hate her will , or ha»e her (id . 

He this way tugs , fhc t’ other draws ; 

The man grows jealous , and with caufe . 
Nothing can favc him but divorce ; 

And here the wife complies of courfc . 
When , fays the Boy , had I to do 
With either your affairs or you 1 
I never idly fpend my darts ; 

You trade in mercenary hearts. 

For fettlements the lawyer’s fee’d ; 

Is my hand witnefs to the deed ? 

If they like cat and dog agree , 

Go rail at Plutus , not at me . 

Plutus appear'd , aad faid , ’Tis true, 

In marriage gold is all their view : 

They feek not beauty , wit , or fenfc i 
And love is feldom the pretence . 

All offer incenfe at my fhrinc , 

And I alone the bargain ftgn . 

How can Belinda blame her fate? 

She only afk'd a great ellate . . 

Doris was rich enough , 'tis true > 

Her lord mud give her title too: 

And ev’ry maa , or rich or poor, 
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A fortune afks , and afks no more . 
Av’rice whatever fhape it bears , 

Mull Hill be coupled with its cares . 

FABLE VIII. 




The Monxit who had seen the world t 

.A Monkey , to reform the times , 

Refolv’d to vifit foreign climes : 

For men in d ftant regions roam 
To bring poli'er manners home . 

So forth he fares, all toil defies. 
Misfortune ferves to make us w fe . 

At length the treach’rous fnarc was laid ; 
Poor Pug was caught , to town convey'd , 
There fold. ( How envy’d was his doom, 
Made captive in a lady’s room ! ) 

Proud as a lover of his chains , 

He day by day her favour gains : 

Wiicne’er the duty of the day 
The toilette calls ; with mimic play 
lie twirls her knots , he cracks her fan , 
Like any other gentleman. 

In vifits too his parts and wit , 
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FABLES* 19 

When jells grew dull , were lure to hit . 
Proud with applaufe , he thought his mind 
In ev'ry courtly art refin'd ; 

Like Orpheus burnt with public seal, 

To civilize the monkey weal : 

So watch’d occafton , broke his chain , 

And fought his native woods again , 

The hairy fylvans round him prcfs , 

Aftonifh’d at his ftrut and drcfs . 

Some praife his ficeve ; and others glotc 
Upon his rich embroider’d coat ; 

His dapper periwig commending , 

With the black tail behind depending ; 

His powder'd back , above , below , 

Like hoary frolt , or fleecy fnow ; 

But all , with envy and delire , 

His flutt'ring fhoulder-knot admire . 

Hear and improve , he pertly cries } 

I come to make a nation wife . 

Weigh your own worth ; fupport your place , 
Tho next in rank to human race. 

In cities long I pafs’d my days , 

Convers’d with men, and learn'd their ways. 
Their drefs , their courtly manners feej 
Reform your ftatc , and copy me . 
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Seek ye to thrive ? in flatt’ry deal : 

Your fe*rn, your hate, with that conceal. 
Seem only to regard your friends , 

But ufe them for your private ends . 

Stint not to tiuth the flow of wit j 
Be prompt to lie whene’er 'tis fit . , 

Bend all your force to fpatter merit } 

Scandal is converfation’s fpirit . 

Boldly to ev’ry thing pretend , 

And men your talents fhall commend . 

1 knew the great . Obferve me right ; 

So fhall you grrw like man polite. 

He fpeke, and bow’d. With mutt’ring jaw a 
The wond’ring circle grinn d applause . 

Now , warm'd with malice , envy , sp'te , 
Their mod obliging frien'ds they bite ; 

And fond to copy human ways, 

Prattifc new mifehiefs all their days . 

Thus the dull I’d , too tall for fchool , 

With travel finifhes the fool ; 

Studious of cv'ry coxcomb’s airs , 

He drinks , games, drefles , w lores , and fwears j 
O’crlooks with feern all virtuous arts , 

For vice is fitted to his parts . 
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FABLE IX. 



The Philosopher and the Pheasants. 



T HE Sage, aw-k’J at early day , 
Through the deep foreft took his way ; 
Drawn by the mufic of the Rrovcs, 
Along the winding gloom he roves : 
From tree to tree , the warbling throats 
Prolong the fwcet alternate notes . 

But where lie part he terror threw , 

The fong broke fhort , the warb'ers flew; 
The thrufhes chatter'd w th affright , 

And n : ghtingales abhorrM his fight; 

All animals before h'm ran, 

To fliun the hateful fight of man . 
Whence Is this dread of ev’ty creature ? 
Fly they our figure or our nature? 

As thus he walk’d in muling thought, 

IPs car impcrtlft accents caught; 

With cautious (li ) he nearer drew , 

By the thick fhadc conceal'd from view . 
Ifgh on the branch a Phcafant flood , 
Around her all the M’ning brood ; 
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Proud of the blcflings of her neft , 

She thus a mother’s care exprefs’d. 

No dangers here fhatl circumvent. 

Within the woods enjoy content. 

Sooner the hawk or vulture truft , 

Than man ; of animals the worft . 

In him ingratitude you find, 

A vice peculiar to the k'nd. 

The fheep, whofe annual Recce is dy’d. 
To guard his health , and ferve his pride , 
Forc’d from his fold and native plain , 

Is in the cruel Humbles (lain . 

The fwarms , who , with induftrious fkill , 
His hives with wax and honey fill , 

In vain whole fummer days employ'd , 
Their ftores arc fold , the race deftroy’d . 
What tribute from the goofc is paid! 

Does not her wing all fciencc aid ! 

Does it not lovers hearts explain, 

And drndge to raife the merchant's gain ! 
What now rewards this gcn’ral ufc ! 

He takes the quills, and cats the goofe. 
Man then avoid , deleft his ways : 

So fafety fhall prolong your days . 

When fcrvices arc thus acquitted, 

Be fare we Fhcafants muft be fpitted. 
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FABLE X. 

The Shepherd’s Doc and the Wolf • 

A. Wolf, w ih hunger fierce and bold. 
Ravag'd the pla.ns , and thinn’J the fold : 
Deep in the wood focure he lay , 

The theft* of night regal’d the day. 

In vain the fhepherd’s wakeful care 

Nad fpread the toils, and watch'd the fnarc : 

In vain the Dog purfu'd his pace, 

The fleeter robber mock'd the chace . 

As Lisihtfoot rang’d the toreft round , 

By chance hi* foe’s retreat he found. 

Let us awhile the war fufpend , 

And rcafon as from friend to friend. 

A truce ? replies the Wolf. 'Tis dt ne . 

The Dog the parley thus begun . 

How can that ftrong intrepid m : nd 
Attack a weak dcfencclefs kind ) 

Thofe jaw* fhouid prey on nobler food , 

And drink the boar’s and lion's blood. 

Great fou s with gen’rous pity mcit , 

Which coward tyrants never felt . 

B 4 



S 

-v 



f 

%• 

* 



1 




I 





*4 FABLES. 

Hew harm'efs is our fleecy care! 

Be brave , and let thy mercy fparc. 

Friend , fays the Wolf, the matter weigh ; 
Nature defign’d u* beads of prey; 

As fuch , when hunger finds a treat , 

*Tis neccflary Wolves fhould eat . 




If nfndful of the bleating weal , 

Thy bofom burn with real zeal ; 
Hence , and thy tyrant lord befc'ech ; 
To him repeat tfie moving fpccch : 

A Wolf cats fheep but now and then. 
Ten thoufandc are devour’d by men. 
An open foe may prove a curfe , 

But a pretended friend is worfe. 



FABLE XI. 



The old Hen and the Coat; 

R.ESTRMN your child; you'll fonn believe 
The text which fays , wc fprung from Lve . 
As an old Hen led forth her train , 

And Acm’d to peck to fhew the grain; 

She rak’d the clnff, flic fcratch'd the ground. 
And gtcan’d the fpacious yard around . 
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A f;iddy chick , to try her wing* , 

On the wcll’t narrow margin fprings , 

And prone flic drops . The mother’s breaft 
All day with forroiv was pofliefs’d . 

A cock fhc met; her fun flie knew; 

And in her heart nffcftion grew . 

My fon , fays fhc , I grant your years 
Have reach’d beyond a mother’s cares . 

I fee you vig’rous , ftrong , and bold j 
I hear with joy ytur triumphs told. 

’Tis not from Cocks thy fate I dread ; 

But let thy ever wary tread 
Avoid yon well ; that fatal place 
Is fure perdition to our race . 

Print this my counfel on thy breaft; 

To the juft gods I leave the reft . 

He thank’d her care ; yet day by day 
His bofom burn'd to difobey ; 

And every time the wed he faw^ 

Scorn'd in his heart the foolifh law : 

Near and more near each day he drew , 

And long’d to try the dang’rous view . 

Why was this id c charge! he cries: 

Let courage female fears defpife . 

Or did fhe doubt my heart, was brave , 
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26 FABLES. 

And therefore this injunftion give ? 

Or docs her harveft (lore the place, 

A trc.ifure for her younaer race ; 

And would fhe thus my fearch prevent ! 
I (land refolv’d , and dare th' event. 

Thus fiid, he mounts the margin’s round. 
And pries into the depth profound . 

He rtretch’d his neck ; and from below 
With ftretchmg neck advanc'd a foe : 

With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 
Threat anfwcr’d threat , his fury grew , 
Headlong to meet the war he flew . 

But when the watry death he found , 

He thus lamented as he drown'd . 

T ne’er had been in this condition , 

But for my mother’s prohibition. 

I 

FABLE XII. 

The Goat without a Beard . 

TlS certain that the modifh pafflnns 
Dcfcend among the crowd , I ke fafhions. 
Excufc me then * if pride , conceit , 
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( The manners of the fair and great ) 

I give to monkeys , afles , dogs , 

Fleas , owls, goats , butterflies, and hogs . 
I fay, that thefe are proud. What then l 
I never faid they equal men . 

A Goat ( as vain as Goat can be ) 
Affcfted Angularity . 

Whene’er a thymy bank he found , 

He roll’d upon the fragrant ground ; 

And then with fond attention flood , 



Fix’d, o’er his image in the flood. 

I hate my frowzy beard, he cries { 

My youth is loft in this difguife . 

Did not the females know my vigour , 

Weil might they loath this rcv'rend figure . 
Refolv'd to fmooth his fhaggy face. 

He fought the barber of the place . 

A flippant monkey, fpruce and fmart , 

Hard by , profefs’d the dapper art , 

His pole with pewter bafons hung. 

Black rotten teeth in order flrung , 

Rang'd cups, that in the window flood. 

Lin’d with red rags to look like biood , 
jjid well his threefold trade explain , 

Who flm'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a vein* 
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The Goat he welcomes with an air. 

And feats him in his wooden chair: 

• Mouth , nofe and cheek the lather hides : 

Light , fmooth , and fwift , the razor glides 
I hope your cuflom, Sir, fays pug. 

Sure never face was half fo fmug . 

The Goat , impatient for applaufc, 

Swift to the neighb’ring hill withdraws; 

The fhaggy people grinn’d and flar’d . 
Heighday! what’s here? without a beard! 

. Say , brother , whence the dire difgrace J 
What envious hand hath robb’d your face ? 
I • When thus the fop w.ih fmiles of fcorn : 

Arc beards by civil nations worn i 
Ev’n Mufcovites have mow’d their chins. 

! Shall we like formal Capuchins , 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode. 

And bear about the hairy load ? 

Whene’er we through the village Ar?y , 

Arc we not mock'd along the way ; 

Infultcd with loud fhouts of fcorn , 

By boys our beards d fgrac’J and topn ? 
Were you no mure with Goats to dwell , 
Brother . I grant you rcafon well, 

Replies a bearded chief. Befide, 
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If boys can mortify thy pride, 

How wilt thou ftand the ridicule 
Of our whole flock ? afi'c&cd fool ! 

Coxcombs, diftinguifh’d from the rell , 

To all but coxcombs arc a jeft . 

FABLE XIII. 

The Butterfly and the Snail , 

A.I.L upftarts infolent in place, 

Kcmind us of their vulgar race . 

As , in the funfhi.ne of the morn, 

A Butterfly ( but newly born ) 

Sat proudly perking on a rofe ; 

With pert conceit his bol'om glows » 

Hu wings ( all glorious to behold ) 

BeJropt with aturc , jet and gold , 

Wide he difplays j the fpanglcd dew 
Reflects his eyes, and various hue. 

His now forgotten friend , a Snail , 

Beneath his houfc , with 11 my trail 

Crawls o'er the grafs ; whom when he fp'es x 

In wrath he to the gard’ncr cries : 

What means yon pcafam's daily toil , 
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So FABLES. 

From choaking weeds to rid the foil? 

Why wake you to the morning's care ? 
Why with new arts corrcft the year? 

Why glows the peach with crimfon hue ? 
And why the plumb's inviting blue? 

Where they to fcaft his taftc dclign’d , 

That vermin of voracious kind ? 

Cm fit then the flow , the pilPring race ; 

So purge thy garden from difgrace . 

What arrogance ! the Snail replied ; 

How infolcnt is upftard pride ! 

Hadfl thou not thus with infult vain , 
Provok’d my patience to complain , 

I had conceal’d thy meaner birth, 

Nor trac’d thee to the ftum of earth : 

For fcarce nine funs have wak'd the hours , 
To fwell the fruit , and paint the flow’rs 
Since I thy humbler life furvey’d , 

In bafe and fbrdid guife array’d; 

A hideous infeft , vile , unclean , 

You dragg'd a flow and noifome train ; 

And from your fpider bowels drew 
foul film, and fpun the dirty clue 
I own my humble life , good friend ; 

Snail was I born, and Snail fhall end. 
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And what’s a Butterfly 1 at beft , 

He’s but a caterpillar, dreft j 

And all thy race ( a num'rous feed ) 

Shall prove of caterpillar breed . 

FABLE XIV. 

The Scold and the Parrot. 

TThE hufband thus reprov'd his wife: 
Who deals in flandcr, lives in ftrife. 

Art thou the herald of difgrace , 

Denouncing war to all thy race 1 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 

Which fpares nor friend, nor fex, nor ago 1 
That vixen tongue of your’s, my dear, 
Alarms our neighbours far and near . 

Good Gods! 'tis I.kc a rolling river. 

That murm’ring flows , and flows for ever ; 
Ne'er tir’d, perpetual d.fcord lowing! 

Like fame , it gather: ftrength by going . 
Heighday 1 the flippant tongue replies, 

How folemn is the fool 1 how wife ! 

Is nature's choiccft gift debarr’dl 
Nay, ftown not for I will be heard. 
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Women of late are finely ridden , 

A Parrot's privilege foi bidden! 

You praife his talk , his fqualling long; 

But wives are a'ways in the wrong . 

Now reputation flew in pieces 

Of mothers , daughters, aunts, and nieces: 

She ran the Parrot’s language o’er , 

Eawd , huffy , drunkard, flu: and whore; 

On all the fex flic vents her fury , 

Tries and condemns without a jury . 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm’d cat , monkey , dogs and birds : 

All join their forces to contound her ; 

Pufs fpits; the monkey chatters round her: 
The yelping cur her heels aflfaults ; 

The magpye blabs out all her faults ; 

Poll , in the uproar , from his cage , 

With this rebuke out-fcrcam'd her rage. 

A Parrot is for talking priz'd , 

But prattl.ng women arc defpis'd . 

She who attacks another’s honour, 

Draws cv’ry living thing upon her . 

Think , Madam , when you ftrctch your lungs, 
That all your neighbours too have tongues : 
One (lander mull ten tr.oufand get , 

The world with int’rcll pays the debt FA- 
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The Cur and the MASTiFr . 

.A Sneaking Cur , the martyr’s fpy , 
Rewarded for R> s dai'y lie , 

W th fecret jealottfics and fears 
Set all together by the cars . 

Poor Pufs to-day was in difgracc , 
Another cat fupply’d her place ; 

The hound was beat, the Madid' chid. 
The monkey was the room lorkid ; 

Each to his deared friend grew fhy , 
And none could tell the riafon why . 

A plan to rob the houfc was la d . 

The thief with love feduc'd the maid ; 
Cajm'd the Cur, and (Iroak'd his head , 
And bought his fecrecy with bread. 

He next the MaftifPs honour try'd, 
Whofe honed jaws 'he bribe del'y’d . 

He drctch’d his hand to protcr more; 
The fury Dog h^s fingers tore. 

Sw ft tan the Cur; with indignation 
The reader took his information . 
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34 FABLES. 

Hang him the villain’ i curs’d, he cries; 

* And round his neck the halter tics. 

1 The Deg his humble fuit preferr’d, 

And begg’d in juftlce to be heard. 

The matter fat . On either hand 
The cited dogs confronting ftand ; 

The Cur the bloody talc relates, 

And like a lawyer aggravates . 

Judge not unheard , the Mart If cry’d , 

But weigh the caufe of cither fide . 

Think not that treach’ty can be juft , 

, . Take not lnfi rmers wi rds on truft . 

| 1 hry ope their hand to ev’ry pay , 

' And you and me by turns betray . 

He fpokc . And all the tiuth appear’d. 
The Cur was hang’d, the Matt.ft clear’d . 

FABLE XVI. 




The Sick Man and the Ancel . 

jS there no hope ! ihe lick Man faid . 
The silent dcflor fhot k his head , 

And took his laavc with figns of forro'.r , 
Dcfpainng cl his fee to-morrow. 
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When thus the Man , with gapping breath i 
1 feel the chilling wound of death : 

Since 1 mud bid the world adieu , 

Let me my former life review. 

1 grant my bargains well were made. 

But all men over • reach in trade ; 

’ Tis felf-defcncc in each profeflion . 

Sure felf- defence is no tranfgrefficn . 

The little portion in my hands , 

By good fecurity on lands , 

Is well Increas'd. If unawares , 

My juftice to myfdf and heirs , 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail , 

For want of good fufficicnt bail ; 

If I by writ, or bond, or deed. 

Reduc’d a family to need. 

My will hath made the world amends j 
My hope on charity depends . 

When I am number’d with the dead , 

And all my pious gifts arc read , 

By heav’n and earth ’twill then be known, 
My charities were amply fhown . 

An Angel came. Ah friend! he cry’d, 

No more in flntt’ring hope confide . 

Can thy good deeds in former times 
C 3 
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Outweigh the balance of thy crime*} 

What widow or what orphan prayt 
To crown thy l fe with length of days! 

A pious aftion’s in thy power, 

Embrace with joy the happy hour. 

Now, while you draw the vital air. 

Prove your intention is fincere . 

This inftant give a hundred pound ; 

Your neighbours want, and you abound. 

But why fuch ha lie ! the lick Man whines ; 

Who km ws as yet what heav’n defigns 1 
Perhaps 1 may recover Hill. 

That fum and more arc in my will. 

Fool, fays the Vilion , now *tis plain. 

Your life, yuur foul, your heav’n was gain. 
From ev’ry ftdc , with all your might , 

You ferap’d , and ferap'd beyond your right 5 
And after death wi uld fain atone. 

By giving what is not your own . 

While there is life , there’s hope , he cry’d ; ♦ 

Then why fuch Italic ? fo groan’d anti dy’d. 



1 




igitized by Google 



fables 



FABLE XVII. 

The Fox at the point of Death. 

JK FOX , in life’s extreme decay. 

Weak, fkk, and faint, expiring lays 
All appetite had left his maw , 

And age difarm'd his mumbling jaw. 

His num’rous race around him ftarid 
To icarn their dying lire's command: 

He rais’d his head with whining moan , 

And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

Ah, Tons! from evil ways depart: ' 

My crimes lie heavy on my heart . 

Sec, fee, the murder'd geefe appear! 

Why arc thofe bleeding turkeys tlicrc I 
Why all around this cackling train. 

Who haunt my ears for chicken (lain ? 

The hungry Foxes round them flar'd, 

And for the ptomts'd feafl prepar’d. 

Where, Sir, is ail this damty cheer? 

Nor turkey, goofo, nor hen is here. 

Tliefc are the phantoms of your brain , 

And your fons lick their lips in vain. 
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© gluttons! fays the drooping fire. 

Reft rain inordinate dcfirc . 

Your liqu’rifh taftc you fhall deplore , 

When peace of confcience is no more . 

Does not the hound betray our pace, 

And gins and guns deftroy our race? 

Thieves dread the fearching eye of pow'r, 

And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us fhall know) 
jKow puts a period to my woe. 

Would you true happinefs attain. 

Let honefty your paflions reinj 
So live in credit aud efteem , 

And the good name you loft, redeem . 

The counfel’s good, a Fox replies. 

Could we perform what you advife. 

Think what our anccftors have done j 
A line of thieves from fon to fon : 

To us defeends the long dilgrace , 

And infamy hath mark'd our race. 

Though we, like harmlefs fhcep, fhould feed, 
Honcft in thought, in word, and deed { 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreas'd. 

We fhall be thought to fharc the feaft. 

The change fhall never be believ'd. 
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A loft good name is ne’er rerriev’d. 

Nay. then, repies the feeble Fox, 

(But hark! I hear a hen that clocks) 

Go , bur be mod’ rate in your food ; 

A chicken too might do me good. 

F A B L E XVIII. 

The Sitting . Doc and the Partridge.. * , 

*T HE ranging l>og the ftubble tries, 

And fcarchcs cv’ry brcerc that flics; ' ^ 

The feent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points the covry near; * 

The men, in filcnce, far behind, f 

Confcious of game the net unbind. 

A Partridge with experience wife, . 

The fraudful preparation fpies : 

She mocks their toils alarms her brood ; 

The covey fprmgs , and fecks the wood ; * , 

But ere her certain wing fhe tres, 

Thus to the creeping fpanicl cries. ' * 

Thou fawning flnvc to man’s deceit, , 

Thou pimp of luxury, fncak ng cheat. 

Of thy whole fpccics thou diigracc, 

C 4 
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Dogs fhotld difown thee of their raec! 

For if I judge their native parts , 

’ They’re born with open honeft hearts; 

And, ere they I'erv'd man’s wicked ends* 
Were gen’rous foes , < r real friends . 

When thus the Dog with fcornful fmiie: 
Secure of wing, thou dar’ft revile. 

Clowns arc to poiifh’d manners blind ; 

How ign’rant is the ruftic mind! 

My worth fagacious courtiers fee , 

And to preferment rife, Ike me. 

The thriving p mp, who beauty fets, 

1 • • Hath oft enhanc'd a nation's debts : 

Friend fets his triend, without regard; 

* And minifters his fkill reward : 

t 

j Thus train’d by man , • learnt his ways , 

And gri wing favour feafts my days . 

1 might have guefs’d , the Parti idgc faid , 
The place where you were train’d and fed ; 
Servants are apt , and in a trice 
Ape to a hair their mafter’s vice . 

You come from court, you fay . Adieu, 

She faid , and to the covey flew . 
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The Univerfal Apparition . 

J^RAKE, by ev’ry paffion rul'd , 

With ev'ry vice his youth had cull’d ; 
Difeafc his tainted blood aflads ; 

His fpirits droop , his vigour fails: 

With fccret ills at home he pines , 

And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he penfive fits, 

And raves , and prays, and fwcars by fi:sj 
A gliaftly phantom , lean and wan , 

Before him tofe , and thus began . 

My name perhaps hath reach'd your car ; 
Attend and be advis’d by Cure. 

Nor love, nor honour, wealth , rnr pow’r 
Can give the heart a chtarful hour , 

When health is loit. Be timely wfe: 

With hca’th all talk of pleafure flics . 

Thus faid , the phantom disappears . 

The svruy eounfcl wak'd his fears : 

He now from all excefs abf’.ains . 

With pbyfie purifies his veins ; 
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And to procure a fober life, 

Kcfoivcs to v.nture on. a wife* 

Put now again the Sprite afeends. 
Where’er he walks his car attends; 
Infinuatcs thr.t beauty's frail , 

That perfeverance mull prevail ; 

With jcalouflcs his brain inflames , 

And whifpers all her lovers names s 
In other hours fhe teprefents 
His houfhold charge , his annual rents * 
Incrcalu-g debts, perplexing duns. 

And nothing for his younger fons . 

Strait all his thought to gain he turns* 

And w th the third of lucre burns . 

But when p< (Tcfs'd of fortune's ftore , 

The Speftrc haunts him more ad more; 
Sets want and mifery in view . 

Bold thieves, and all the mutd’ring crew ; 
Alarms him with eterna frights, 

Infcfts his dreams , or wakes his nights. 
H« w fh3ll he chafe this hideous gueft I 
Pow’r may perhaps protefi his reft . 

To pow’r he rofe . Again the Sprite 
Bcfrts him morning , noon and night ; 
Talks of ambition’s tott'riug feat, 
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How envy ptrfecutes the [treat , 

Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, 

And what difgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits to fly from Care, 

And fecks the peace of rural air : 

His groves, his fields, amus’d his hours; 

He prun'd his trees, he rais’d his flowers. 
But Care again his fteps purfues 5 
Wa rns him of blafts , of blighting dews , 

Of plund’ring imefts , fnails and rains. 

And droughts that ftarv’d the labosu'd plains, 
Abroad, at home-, the Spcflrc’s there: 

In vain we feek to fly from Care . 

At length he thus the Ghoft addreft. 

Since thou mud be my conftant gucil, 

Be kind, and follow me no more; 

For Care by right fhould go before. 



FABLE XX. 

The two Owls and the Sr arrow. 

T* WO formal Owls together fat , 
Conferring thus in folemn chat . 

How is the modern taftc decay’d ! 
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Where’s the refpeft to wifdom paid I 
Our worth the Grecian fages knew ; 
They gave cur (ires the honour due; 
They weigh’d the dignity of fowls , 

And pry’d into the depth of Owls. 
Athens, the feat of learned fame, 

With gcn’ral voice rever’d our name; 

On merit title was conferr’d , 

And all ador'd th’ Athenian bird. 
Brother, you reafon well, replies 
The folemn t*ate , with Jialf-fhut eyes; 
Right. Athens was the feat of learning , 
And truly wifdom is difeerning . 

Bcfidcs , on Pallas' helm we fit , 

The type and ornament of w't : 

But new, alas ! we’re quite ncgleftcd , 

And a pert Sparrow's mere refpected . 

A Sparrow who was lodg’d beltde , 
O’er-hears them footh each other’s pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat : 

Who meets a fool muft fnd conceit. 

I grant , you were at Athens grac’d , 

And on Minerva’s helm were plac’d ; 

But cv’ry bird that w.ngs the fky , 

Except an Owl , can tell vou why . 
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From hence they taught their fchools to know 
How falfe we j'Jiige by outward fhow j 
That we fhould never looks efteem , 

Since fools as wife as you might feem . 
Would you contempt and fcorn avoid. 

Let your vain glory be dcflrcy’d : 

Humble your arrogance of thought , 

Purfuc the ways by nature taught ; 

So fhall you find delicious fare , 

And grateful farmers praife your care ; 

So fhall fleck nvee your chace reward. 

And no keen cat find more regard. 

FABLE XXL 
The Ccurtur and Protlus. 

Hene’er a courtier’ out of place , 

The country fhelters his difgracc } 

Where doom'd to cxcrcife and health , 

His houfe and gardens own his wealth . 

He builds new fchemes , in hope to gain 

The plunder of another reign j 

I. ke Philip’s fon, would fain be doing. 

And fighs for other realms to ruin. 
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As one of thefe (without his wand) 

Penfive along the winding (Irand 
Employ’d the folitary hour , 

In projefts to regain his pow'r ; 

The waves in fpreading circles ran , 

Proteus arofc , and thus began . 

Carpe you fiom Court? For in your mie« 

A fclf- important air is feen . 

He frankly own’d his ft lends had trick’d him. 
And now he fell his party’s viftim- 
Know, fays the God , by matchlcfs fkill 
I change to ev’ry fhape at will ; 

But yet , I'm told, at court you fee 
Thofe who prefume to rival me. 

Thus faid . A fnakc , with hideous trail , 
Proteus extends his fcaiy mail . 

Know, fays the Man, though proud in place. 
All courtiers are of reptile race . 

Like you, they take that dreadful form, 

Bafk in the fun , and fly the ftorm ; 

With malice hifs, with envy giotc , 

And for convenience change their coat ; 

With new -got luftre rear their head. 

Though on a dunghill born and bred . 

Sudden the God a lion (lauds ; 
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Tlo fhakcs his mane, he fpurnr the fands ; 
Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, 

A wolf, an afs , a fox , a bear. 

Had I ne’er liv'd ai court, he cries, 

Such transformation miRht fuprife; 

But there , in qtieft of daily game , 

Each able courtier a£h the fame . 
Wolves, lions, lyrxes, while in place. 
Their friends and fellows arc their chace . 
They play the bear’s and fox’s part ; 

Now rob by force, now (tea! with art. 
They fernetimes in the fenatc bray; 

Or , chang'd again to hearts of prey, 
Down from the lion to the ape , 

Traflife the frauds of ev’ry fhape . 

So faid Upon the (Jod he flies. 

In cords the rtruggling captive ties . 

Now, Proteus, now (to truth compell'd ) 
Speak, and confers thy art cxccll’d. 

Ufe ftrength , furprife , or what you will. 
The courtier finds evafions (till: 

Not to be bound by any ties , 

And never forc’d to leave his lies , 
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FABLE XXII. 

The Mastiffs. 

•* •• T Ht5SE who in quarrels interpofe , 

Mtift often wipe a bloody nefc . 

A Mailiff of true Englifh blood, 

. Lov'd fighting better than his food . 

When dogs were fnarling for a bone. 

He long'd to make the war his own , 

AnJ often found (when two contend) 

1 " , To interpofe obtain’d his end j 

{ , He gloiy'd in his limping pace} 

The fears of honour fcam'd his face ; 

In cv'ry limb a gafh appears , 

And frequent fights retrench’d h.s cars. 

As, on a time , he heard from far 
# Two dogs engag’d in noify war. 

Away he fcours and lays about him , 

Refidv’d no fray fhuuld be without him . 

Forth from hs yard a tanner flics. 

Ana to the bold intruder cries , 

A cudgel fhatl corredt your manners . 

When.e fprung this curled hate to tauners I 

While 
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While oa my dog you vert your fpite , 

Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite . 

To fee the battle thus perplex'd , 

With equal rage a butcher vex'd , 

Hoarfe-fcreaming from the circled crowd. 

To the curs'd Maftift' cries aloud . 

Both Hockley -hole and Mary - bone 

The combats of my dog have known . i 

He ne’er , like bullies coward - hearted , 

Attacks in public, to be parted. 

Think not , rafh fool , to fharc his fame ; 

Be his the honour or the fhame . 

Thus faid , they fwore , and rav’d like thunder; 

Then dragg’d their fatten'd dogs afunder ; 

While clubs and kicks from cv'ry fide 
Rebounded from the MattifF's hide . 

All reeking now with fweat and blood, 

A while the parted warriors ttood , 

Then pour'd upon the meddling foe ; > 

Who , worried , howl'd , and fprawl'd below . 

He rofe ; and limping from the fray , 1 

By both fides mangled , fneak’d away . * , 



I 

i 

1 

i 




) 



I 



( 




4 



FABLES. 
FABLE XXIII. 
Pythacorass and the Countryman . 
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P YTHAG’RAS rofc at early dawn. 

By foaring meditation drawn , 

To breathe the fragrance of the day , 

Through flow’ry fields he took his way . 

In mufing contemplation warm, 

His deps milled him to a farm , 

Where on the ladder's topmoft round , 

A peafant dood 9 the hammer’s found 
Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honed labour there ? 

The clown , with Curly voice replies , 
Vengeance aloud for judice cries . 

This kite , by daily rapine fed , 

My hens annoy , my turkeys dread , 

At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 

See on the wall his wings difplay’d , 

Here nail’d , a terror to his kind , 

My fowls fhall future fafety find ; 

My yard the thriving poultry feed , 

And my barn’s refufc fat the breed . 
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Friend , fays the Sage , the doom it wife ; 

For public good the murd’rcr dies. 

But if thcfe tyrants of the air 
Demand a fentence fo fevere. 

Think how the glutton - man devours ; 

What bloody feafts regale his hours ! 

O impudence of power and might t 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite , 

When thou perhaps, carniv’rous (inner , 

Hadft pullets yefterday for dinner ! 

Hold , cried the Clown , with paflicn heated , ( 

Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 

When heav’n the world with creatures ftor’d , 

Man was ordain’d their fov'reign lord . 

Thus tyrants boaft , the Sage reply'd , 

Whofe murders fpring from power and pride . 

Own then this manlike kite is (lain 
Thy greater luxury to fuftain; 

For “ Petty rogues fubmit to fate , 

« That great ones may enjoy their flate." 
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FABLE XXIV. 

The Farmer’s Wife and the Raven. 

Why are thole tears ? why droops your head i 
Is then your other hufband dead I 
Or docs a vrorfc difgrace betide ? 

Hath no one fince his death apply'd I 
Alas ! you know the ca'ufc too well : 

The fait is fpilt , to me it fell . 

Then to contribute to my Iofs , 

My knife and fork were laid acrofs ; 

On Friday too ! the day I dread ! 

Would 1 were fafe at home in bed ! 

Laft night ( I vow to hcav’n ’tis true ) 

Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 

Next poll fome fatal news fhall tell . 

God fend my Cornifh friends be well ! 

Unhappy widow , ceafe thy tears , 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears. 

Let not thy ftomach be fufpended ; 

Eat now , and weep when dinner’s ended , 

And when the butler clears the table , 

For thy defert , I’ll reap my fable. 
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Betwixt her fwagging pannier’s load 
A farmer’s wife to market rode. 

And jogging on, with thoughtful care 
Summ’d up the profits of her ware ; 

When , darting from her filver dream , 

Thus far and wide was heard her fcrcaou 
That Raven on yon left-hand oak 

(Curfe on his ill -betiding croak) , 

Bodes me no good . No more f he faid , 

When poor blind Ball , with Humbling tread , 

Fell prone ; o'erturn’d the pannier lay , \ 

And her mafh’d eggs beftrow’d the way . 

She fprawling in the yellow road , 

Rail'd, fworc, and curs’d. Thou croaking toad ! 

A murrain take thy whorefon throat ! 

I knew misfortune in the note . 

Dame , quoth the Raven, fpare your oaths , 

Unclench your fill , and wipe your doaths . 

But why on me thofe curfes thrown 1 » 

Goody, the fault was all your own ; 

For had you laid this brittle wafe , * 

On Dun the old fure- footed marc, , 

Though all the Ravens of the hundred , 

With croaking had your tongue out thunder’d, 

Sure footed Dun had kept her legs , 

And you , good woman , fav’d your eggs . 

/ 
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FABLE XXV. 
The Turkey and the Ant. 



In other men we faults can fpy. 

And blame the mote that dims their eye , 
Each little fpeck and blemifh find , 

To our own ftronger errors blind . 

A Turkey, tir’d of common food , 
Forfook the barn , and fought the wood ; 
Behind her ran an infant train , 

Collefting here and there a grain . 

Draw near , my birds , the mother cries , 
This hill delicious fare fupplies ; 

Behold , the bufy Ncgroe race , 

See millions blacken all the place 1 
Fear not. Like me with freedom eat; 

An Ant is moft delightful meat . 

How blefs’d , how envy’d were our life , 
Could we but *fcape the poult’rer’s knife 1 
But man , curs'd man, on turkeys prey* , 
And Chriftmas fhortens all our days t 
Sometimes with oifters we combine. 
Sometimes aflift the favTy chine « 
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From the low peafar.t to the lord , 

The Turkey fmokei on ev’ry board . 

Sure men for gluttony are curs’d. 

Of the fer'n deadly fins the worft . 

An Aut , who climb’d beyond his reach , 

Thus aofwcr’d from the neighb’ring beech . 

Ere you remark another’s fin , 

Bid thy own confcicnce look within ; 

Controul thy more vocacious bill, 

Nor for a breakfaft nations kill. 

FABLE XXVI. 

The two Monkeys. 

T HE learned , full of inward pride , 

The Fops of outward fhow deride ; 

The Fop with learning at defiance, 

Scoffs at the Pedant , and the fcience : 

The Don , a fornfal folemn flrutter , 

Defpifes Monficur’s airs and flutter ; 

While Monficur mocks the formal fool , 

Who looks, and fpeaks, and walks by rule . 
Britain , a medley of the twain , 

As pert as France , as grave as Spain ; 
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In fancy wifer than the reft , 

Laughs at them both , of both the jell. 

Is not the poet’s chiming clofc 
Cenfur’d by all the fons of profe 1 
While bards of quick imagination 
Defpife the llcepy profe narration . 

Men laugh at Apes , they Men contemn ; 

For what are we , but Apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair. 

No critics had a Tourer air : 

They forc'd their way through draggled folks 
Who gap’d to catch Jack -pudding’s jokes j 
Then took their tickets for the fhow, 

And got by chance the fnremoft row . 

To fee their grave obferving face , 

Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 
Brother, fays Pug , and turn'd bis head , 

The rabble’s monftrouGy ill • bred . 

Now through the booth loud hides ran ; 

Nor ended till the fhow began . 

The tumbler whirls the Gip-flap round, 

With Somerfcts he fhakes the ground ; 

The cord beneath the danoer fprings ; 

Aloft in air the vaulter fwings ; 

Diftorted now, now proue depends. 
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Now through his twiftcd arms afcends : 

The crowd , in wonder and delight, 

With clapping hands applaud the Gght. 

With (miles , quoth Pug, If pranks like thefe 
The g ; ant Apes of reafon pleafe , 

How would they wonder at our arts ; 

They mult adore us for our partJ . 

High on the twig I've Teen you cling ; 

Play , twift and turn in airy ring : 

How can thofe clumfy things , like me , 

Fly with a bound from tree to tree? 

But yet , by this applaufe , wc find 
Thcfc emulators of our kind 
Difcern our worth , our parts regard , 

Who our mean mimics thus reward . 

Brother , the grinning mate replies , 

In this I grant that Man is wife . 

While good example they purfue , 

We mull allow fome praife is due} 

But when they iliain beyond their guide , 

1 laugh to fcorn the mimic pride . 

For hew fantaftic is the light. 

To meet men always bolt upright, 

Becaufe we fometimes walk on two 1 
I hate the imitating crew . 

• 
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FABLE XXVII. 

The Owl and the Farmer . 

.A. N Owl of grave deport and mien , 

Who ( like the Turk ) was feldom feen , 

Within a barn had chofc his Ration , 

As fit for prey and contemplation . 

Upon a beam , aloft he fits. 

And nods , and feems ta think , by fits . 

So have I feen a man of news , 

Or Poft-boy , or Ga\ette perufe ; 

Smoke , nod , and talk with voice profound , 
And fix the fate of Europe round . 

Sheaves pil’d on fheaves hid all the floor . 

At dawn of morn , to view his ftore 
The farmer came . The hooting gticft 
His fclf - Importance thus expreft . 

Reafon in man is mere pretence : 

How weak , how fhallow is his fenfe ! 

To treat with fcorn the Bird of night , 
Declares his folly, or his fp : tc. 

Then too , how partial is his praife ! 

The lark’s , the linnet's chirping lays 

( 
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To his ill -judging ears are fine; 

And nightingales are all divine . 

Bur the more knowing feather'd race 

See wifdom (lamp’d upon my face . 
Whene’er to vifit light I deign , 

What (locks of fowl compofc my train ! 
Like (laves , they crowd my flight behind , 
And own me of fuperior kind . 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply ’d : 
Thou dull important lump of pride , 

Dar’ft thou with that harfh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling fong ! 

Indulge thy fplecn . Know men and fuwl 
Regard thee, as thou art, an Owl. 
Betides, proud Blockhead, be not vain 
Of what thou call’d thy (laves and train, 
Few follow wifdom or her rules ; 

Fcols in derifion follow fools. 

FABLE XXVIII. 

The Jugglers. 

A JUGGLER long through all the town 
H3d rais’d his fortune and renown ; 
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You’d think ( fo far his art tranfcends ) 
The Devil at his finger's ends . 

Vice heard his fame, fhe read his bill; 
Convinc’d of his inferior fkill. 

She fought his booth , and from the crowd 
Defy’d the man of art aloud . 

Is this then he fo fam’d for fight? 

Cau this flow bungler cheat your fight l 
Dares he with me difpute the prize 1 
I leave it to impartial eyes . 

Provok’d the Juggler cry’d , 'Tis done • 

In fciencc I fubmit to none . 

Thus faid . The cups and balls he play’d ; 
By turns, this here , that there, convey’d. 
The cards, obedient to his words. 

Arc by a fillip turn’d to birds . 

His little boxes change the grain : 

Trick after trick deludes the train . 

He fhakes his bag , he fhews all fair; 

His fingers fpread, and nothing there; 

Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold , 
And now his iv’ry eggs arc told . 

But when from thence the hen he draws , 
Amaz’d fpettators hum applaufe . 

Vice now ftept forth , and took the place 
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With all the forms of his grimace . 

This magic looking - glafs , fhe cries, 

( There, hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight dcfir’d. 

And ev’ry man himfelf admir’d . 

Neat to a fenator addrclfing ; 

Sec this bank-note; cbfcrvc the blcffing. 
Breathe on the bill . IlcigU , pafs ! 'Tis gone . 
Upon his lips a padlock fhone. 

A fccond puff the magic broke ; 

The padlock vanifh’d , and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board , 

All full with heady liquor flor’d , 

By clean conveyance difappear , 

And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfe fhe to a thief expos’d ; 

At once his ready fingers clos’d . 

He opes his fift , the treafure’s fled ; 

He fees a halter in its ftcad . 

She bids ambition hold a wand ; 

He grafps a hatchet in his hand . 

A box of charity fhe fhows : 

Blow here ; and a church • warden blows . 

'Tis vanifhd with conveyance neat, 

And on the table fraokes a treat . 
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She fhakes the dice, the board fhe knocks 
And from all pockets fills her bo* . 

She next a meagre rake nddreft . 

This pifture fee; her fhape, her breaft! 
What youth , and what inviting eyes! 

Hold her, and have her. With furprifc. 
His hand expos'd a box of pills , * 

And a loud laugh proclaim’d his ills . 

A counter in a mifcr's hand , 

Grew twenty guineas ct command . 

She bids his heir the fum retain, 

And 'tis a counter ^iow again . 

A guinea with her touch you fee 
Take ev’ry fhape, but charity; 

And not one thing you faw, or drew, 

But chang’d from what was firft in view . 
The Juggler now in grief of heart, 

With this fubmiflion own’d her art . 

Can I fuch matchlefs flight withftand ! 

How praftice hath improv'd your hand! 

But now and then I cheat the throng; 

You ev’ry day, and all day long. 
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FABLE XXIX. 

The Hound and the Huntsman. 

Iivipertinencc at firft is borne 

With hcedlefs flight , or fmiles of fcorn ; 

Teaz’d into wrath , what patience bears 

The noify fool who perfeveres 1 

The morning wakes , the Huntfman founds , 

At once r«fh forth the joytul hounds . 

They feck the wood with eager pace , 

Through bufh , through brier explore the chace. 
Now fcattcr’d wide , they try the plain r 
And fnufl' the dewy turf in vain . 

What care , what induflry , what pains ! 

What univerfal filence reigns . 

Ringwood, a Dog of little fame. 

Young, pert, and ignorant of game. 

At once difplays his babbling throat ; 

The pack, regardlcfi of the note, 

Purfuc the feent ; with louder ftrain 
He flill perfifts to vex the train. 

The Huntfman to the clamour flies ; 

The fmacking lafli he fmartly plies. 
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Thu* Scribblers , covetous of praife , 

Think Hander can tranfplant ihe bays. 
Beauties and bards have equal pride , 

With both all rivals are decry’d. 

Who praife* Lisbia’s eyes and feature,' 
Muft call her filler aukward creature; 

For the kind flatt’ry’s fure to charm , 
When we fomc other nymph difarra . 

As in the cool of early day 
A poet fought the fwccts of May , 

The garden’s fragrant breath afeend* , 

And ev’ry flalk with odour bends . 

A rofc he pluck'd , he gaz’d, admir'd, 
Thus finging as the Mufe infpir’d. 

Go , Kofe , my Chlol’s bofom grace ; 
How happy fhould I prove. 

Might I fupply that envy’d place 
With never-fading love! 

There, Phoenix - like , beneath her eye. 
Involv’d in fragrance, burn and die! 
Know, haplefs flower,* that thou fhalt find 
More fragrant - rofes there ; 

I fee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
With envy and defpair ! 

One common fate we both muft prove) 

I 





You die with envy, I with love . 

Spare your companions , reply’d 
An angry rofe, who grew beGdc . 

Of all mankind you fhould not flout us } 
What can a Poet do without us ! 

In cv’ry love - fong roles bloom ; 

We lend you colour and perfume. 

Does it to Chloe’s charms conduce , 

To found her praife on our abufe 1 
Muft we , to flatter her , be made 
To wither , envy, pine and fade 1 



The Cor , the Horse 



J. HE lad of all-fufficicnt merit, 
With modcfly ne’er damps his fpirit ; 
Prefuming on his own deferts , 

On all alike his tongue exerts; 

His noify jokes at random throws , 
And pertly fpatters friends and foes. 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgracc. 

Too late the forward youth fhaJl find 
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That jrkcj are fometimei paid ia kind; 

Or if they canker in the bread, 

He makes a foe who makes a jed. 

A Village- cur, of fnappifh race. 

The perted Puppy of the place, 

Imagin’d that his treble throat 
Was bled with mufic’s fweeted note; 

In the mid road he barking lay , ■ 

The yelping nuifance of the way ; 

For not a creature pafs'd along, . » 

But had a fample of his fong . 

Soon as the trotting deed he hears , 
lie darts, he cocks his dapper ears ; 

Away he fcours, affaults his hoof 
Now near him fnarls, now barks aloof; 

With fhrill impertinence attends; 

Nor leaves him till the village ends . 

It chanc'd upon his evil day 
A Pad came pacing down the way : 

The Cur, with never - ceafing tongue. 

Upon the palling trav'lcr fprung. 

The Horfe, from fcorn provok’d to ire , 

Flung backward ; rolling in the mire, 

The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 

The Pad in peace purfu'd his way. 
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A Shepherd’s Dog, who faw the deed , 
Dctefting the vexatious breed, 

Befpoke him thus. When coxcombs prate. 
They kindle, contempt, or hate ; 

Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty’d, 
Thou hadtt not, like a Puppy, dy'd. 

FABLE XXXII. 




The Gardener and the Hoc. 

Gard’ner, of peculiar taftc, 

On a young Hog his favour plac'd; 

Who fed not with the common herd; 

His tray was to the hall preferr’d. 

He wallow’d underneath the board, 

Or in his matter's chamber fnor'd; 

Who fondly ttroak’d him cv’ry day, 

And taught him all the puppy's play. 
Where -e’er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne’er fail’d his plcafurc to attend. 

As on a time, the loving pair 
Walk’d forth to tend the garden’s care. 
The matter thus addrefs’d the Swine. 

My houfc, my garden, all is thine. 
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On turnips feaft whene’er you pleafe. 

And riot in my beans and pcafe; 

If the potatoe's taftc delights. 

Or the red carrot’s fweet invites, 

Indulge thy morn and evening hours, 

But let due care regard my flowers : 

My tulips are my garden’s pride. 

What vaft expence thofe beds fuppiy’d ! 

The Hog by chance one morning roam’d, 
Where with new ale the vcflels foam'd. 

He munches now the fteaming grains , 

Now with full Twill the liquor drains. 
Intoxicating fumes arife ; 

He reels, he rolls his winking eyes ; 

Then ftagg'ring thro’ the garden fcours, 

And treads down painted ranks of flowers. 
With delving fnout he turns the foil, 

And cools his palate with the fpoil . 

The Mailer came* the ruin fpy’d , 

Villain, fufpend thy rage, he cry’d. 

Hall thou, thou moll ungrateful Tot, 

My charge, my only charge forgot I 
What , all my flowers ! no more he faid , 
But gaz'd, and flgh’d, and hung his head . 
The Hog with fluu’ring fpeech returns ; 
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Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 

See there, untouch'd your tulips ftrown, 
For I devour’d the roots alone. 

At this the Card’ner’s paflion grows; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The (lubborn brute the blows fuftains; 

A (Faults his leg, and tears the veins. 

Ah ! foolifh (wain, too late you find 
That (lies were for fuch friends defign’d ! 
Homeward he limps with painful pace, v 
Relieving thus on part difgrace: 

Who cherifhes a brutal mate, 

Shall mourn the folly foon or late. 



FABLE XXXII r. 

r‘ cy\ 

The Man and the Flea. 
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HETHER on earth, in air, or main. 
Sure cv’ry thing alive is vain ! 

Docs not the hawk all fowls furvey, ♦ 

As deftin’d only for his prey 1 

And do not tyrants, prouder things. 

Think men were born for (laves to kings! 
When the Crab views the pearly (hands. 
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Or Tacos, bright with golden finds ; 

Or crawls befidc the coral grove, 

And hears the ocean roll above ; 

Nature is too profufe, fays he, 

Who gave all thefe to pleafure me! 

When bord'ring pinks and rofes bloom, 
And ev’ry garden breathes perfume J 
When peaches glow with funny dyes , 

Like Lavra's cheek .when blufhes rife | 
When with huge figs the branches bend , 
When clufters from the vine depend j 
The fnail looks round on flow’r and tree , 
And cries , all thefe were made for me ! 
What dignity’s in human nature) 

Says Man, the moll conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he call his eye , 

And view'd the fca and arched fky ; 

The fun was funk beneath the main ; 

The moon and all the Harry train, 

Hong the vail vault of hcav’n. The Man 
His contemplation thus began . • 

When I behold this glorious fhow , 

And the wide wat’ry world below , 

The fcaly people of the main , 

The bealts that range the wood or plain, 
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The wing'd inhabitants of air. 

The day, the night , the various year , 
And know all thefe by heav’n defign’d 
As gifts to plea fure human kind . ^ 

l cannot raife my worth too high 5 
Of what vail confequence am I ! 

Not of th’ importance you fuppofc. 

Replies a Flea upon his nofe. 

Be humble , learn thyfelf to (can ; 

Know pride was never made for Man . 
’Tis vanity that fwells thy mind. 

What, hcav’n and earth for thee dclign'd 2 
For thee, made only for our need, 

That more important Fleas might feed . 
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The Hare and many Friends. 



JT RIENDSHIP, like love , is but a name, 
Unlcfs to one you (lint the flame . 

The child, whom many fathers fhare, 

Hath feldom known a father's care . 

’Tis thus in friendfhips ; who depend 
On many rarely find a friend. 
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A Hare who in a civil way, 

Comply'd with ev'ry thing, like Gay, 

Was known by all the beftial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain . 

Her care was , never to offend , 

And ev’ry creature was her friend. 

As forth fue went at early dawn, 

To taffc the dew bcfprinkled lawn, ( 

Behind fhc hears the hunter’s cries , 

And from the deep-mouth’d thunder fiics. 

She darts, fhe flops, fhc pants for breath ; j 

She hears the near advance of death ; 

She doubles to miflead the hound. 

And mcafures back her mazy round 5 
Till , fainting in the public way. 

Half - dead with fear fhe gafping lay . j 

What tranfport in her bofom grew, 

When firft the horfe appear’d in view ! 

Let me , fays /he, your back afeend. 

And owe my fafety to a friend. 

You kne w my feet betray my flight t 
To fricndfhip ev'ry burden's light. 

The Horfe rcply’d, Poor hor.eff Pufs , 

It grieves my heart to fee thee thus . 

Be comforted, relief it near ; 
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For all your friends are in the rear t 
She next the ftately Bull implor'd ; 

And thus reply’d the mighty lord . 

Since ev’ry bcaft alive can tell 
That I fincerely wifh you well , 

I may, without offence ; pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 

Love calls me hence ; a fav’rite cow 
Expetts me me near yon barley - mow j. 
And when a lady’s in the cafe, 

You know, all other things ei»e place . 
To leave you thus might feem unkind; 
But fee , the Goat is juft behind . 

The Goat remark'd her pulfe was high , 
Her languid l ead , her heavy eye : 

My back, fays he, may do you harm ; 
The Sheep’s at hand, and wool is warm . 
The Sheep was feeble , and complain’d 
His lidcs a load of wool fuftain’d : 

Said he was flow, confcfs’d his fears; 

For hounds eat Sheep, as well as Harc». 
She now the trotting Calf addrefs’d, 

To Have from death a friend diftrefs’d. 
Shall I, fayj he, of tender age, 

In this important care engage 1 
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Older and abler pars’d you by ; 

How ftrong are thofe ! how weak am I ! 

Should I prefume to bear you hence, 

Thofe friends of mine may take offence • 

Excufe me then. You know my heart. 

But dearcft friends, alas! muft part. 

How fhall we all lament ! Adieu : 

For fee the hounds arc juft in view. i 



FABLE XXXV. 

The Elephant and the Bookseller . 

* 1 ' HE man who with undaunted toils 
Sails unknown Teas, to unknown foils, 

With various wonders fcafts his fight : 

What ftrangcr wonders does he write! 

We read , and in defeription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew: 

For, when we rifk no contradiftion , 

It prompts the tongue to deal in fiftion . 

Thofe things that ftartle me or you , 

I grant are ftrangc; yet may be true . « 

Who doubts that Elephants arc found 
For fcicnce and for fenfc renown’d l 
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Borri records their ilrength of parts. 

Extent of thought, and f kill in arts} 

How they perform the lew’s decrees, 

And fare the Hate the hangman’s feet j 
And how by travel underftand 
The language of another land . 

Let thofe who queftion this report , 

To Pi inv’s ancient page refort ■ 

How lcarn’d was that tagacious breed ! ’ 
Who now (like them) the Greek can read! 
As one of thefe in days of yore. 

Rummaged a fhop of learning o’er; 

Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin’s breadth and binding ; 

A book his curious eye detains 
Where with rxafteft care and pains , 

Were ev’ry besft and bird portray’d 
That e’er the fcarch of man furvey’d . 
Their natures and their powers were writ , 
With all the pride of human wit. 

The page he with attention fpread , 

And thus remark’d on what he read . 
jilon with ftrong reafon is endow’d; 

A beaft fcarce inftinft is allow'd. 

But let this author’s worth be try’d. 
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'Tit plain that neither was his guide. 

Can he difeern the difi’rcnt natures , 

And weigh the pow'r of other creatures , 
Who by the partial work hath fhown 
He knows fo little of his own 1 
How faldy is the fpanicl drawn ! 

Did man from him firfl learn to fawn 1 
A dog ptofieient in the trade! 

He the chief flatt’rer nature made ! 

Go, Man, the ways of courts discern , 
You'll find a fpanicl dill might learn. 
How can the tox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his ccnfure or his wonder ? 

From courtier’s tricks , and lawyers arts, 
The fox might well improve his parts . 
The lion , wolf, and tyger's brood , 

He curfes , for their third ot blood : 

But is not man to man a prey? 

Beads kill for hunger, men for pay. 

The Bookfellcr , who heard him fpc«k , 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius hare I found ! 
Then thus addrefs’d w.th bow profound . 
Learn’d Sir, if you’d employ y^ur pen 
Againd the fenfclel's funs of men , 
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Or write tbe Hiftory of Siam, 

No man it better pay than I am ; 

Or , fince you’re (earn’d in Greek , let’s fee 
Something againft the Trinity. 

When wrinkling with a fnecr his trunk. 
Friend , quoth the Elephant , you’re drunk ; 
E’en keep your money, and be wife : 

Leave man on man to criticife; 

For that you ne’er can want a pen 
Among the fenfclefs fons of men. 

They unprovok’d will court the frays 
Envy’s a fharper fpur than pay. 

No author ever fpar’d a brother; 

Wits arc game-cocks to one another. 



FABLE XXXVI. 



The Pin and the Needlc. 




.A. PIN, who long had ferv’d a beauty. 
Proficient in ihe toilette’s duty, 

Had form’d her fleeve .confin’d her hair; 

Or giv’n her knot a fmartcr air, 

Now ncarcfl to her heart was plac’d, 
Now in her mantcau’s tail difgrac’d: 
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fables; 

But could The partial fortune blame, 

Who faw her lovers ferv’d the fame J 
At length from all her honours call. 

Through various turns of life fhe pad ; 

Now glitter’d on a taylor’s arm; 

Now kept a beggar’s infant warm; 

Now, rang'd within a mifer’s coat. 

Contributes to his yearly groat; 

Now, rais’d again from low approach, 

She vifits In the doftor’s coach; 

Here, there, by various fortune toft. 

At laft in Grefham- halt was loft. 

Charm'd with the wonders of the fbow, 

On ev’ry fide, above, below, 

She now of this or that enquires , 

What leaft was under ftood admires. i 

’Tis plain, each thing fo ftruck her mind, 

Her head's of virtuofo kind. 

And pray what's this, and this, dear Sir! 

A needle, fays the interpreter. 

She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Addrefs'd her as a taylor's tool. 

A needle with that fi’thy done. 

Quite idle, all with ruft o’ergrown! 

You better might employ your parts, 
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And aid the fempftrcfs in her arts. 

But tell me how the fricndfbip grew 
Between that paultry flint and you I 
Friend, fays the needle, ceafc to blame 
I follow real worth and fame. 

Know’ll thou the loadftonc’s pow'r and art. 
That virtue virtues can impart! 

Of all his talents I partake, 

Who then can fuch a friend forfake I 

'Tis I dlreft the pilot’s hand 

To fhun the rocks and trcach’rous fand; 

By me the diflant world is known , 

And either India is our own. 

Had I with milliners been bred. 

What had I been! the guide of thread, 

And drudg’d as vulgar Needles do. 

Of no more confequence than you. 

FABLE XXXVII. 




The Paiwter who pleafed no body 
and every body. 

I_iVST men fufpeft your tale untrue, 

Keep probability iji view. 

The 
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The tray’Ier, leaping o'er thofe bounds, 
The credit of his book confounds. 

Who with his tongue hath armies routed. 
Makes ev'n his real courage doubted: 

But Flati’ry never feems abfurd; 

The flatter’d always takes your word: 
Impoflibilitics feem juft ; 

They take the ftrongeft praife on truft. 
Hyperboles, tho’ ne’er fo great, 

Will ftill come fhort of felf- conceit. 

So very like a Painter drew. 

That cv’ty eye the pifture knew; 

He hit complexion, feature, air. 

So juft, the life itfelf was there. 

No flatt'ry with his colours laid. 

To bloom reftor’d the faded maid; 

He gave each mufcle all its ftrength; 

The mouth, the chin, the nofe’s length, 
His honeft pencil touch'd with truth. 

And mark'd the date of age and youth. 
He loft hit friends, his practice fail'd; 
Truth fhould not always be reveal’d. 

In dufty piles tils piftures lay. 

For no one fent the fecond pay. 

Two buftos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 

V 
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81 FABLES, 

A Vinvs* and Apollo's face. 

He plac'd In view; refolv'd to pleaft. 
Whoever fat, he drew from thefe. 

From thefe corrected ev’ry feature, 

And fpirited each aukward creature. 

All things were fct; the hour was come* 
His pallet ready o'er bis thumb, 

My Lord appear'd} and fcated right 
In proper attitude and light, 

The painter look’d, he fketch'd the piece* 
Then dipt his pencil, talk’d of Greece, 

Of Titian’s tints, of Guido's air; 

Thofe eyes, my Lord, the fpirit there 
Might well a Raphael’s hand require. 

To give them ail the native fire; 

The features fraught with fenfe and wit. 
You'll grant are very hard to hit; 

But yet with patience you fhali view 
As much as paint and art can do. 

Obferve the work. My Lord reply'd, 

'Till now l thought my mouth was wide^. 
Befidcs, my nofe Is fomewhat long; 

Dear Sir, for me, 'tls far too young* 

Oh! pardon me, the artift cry'd, 

In this, we painters mud decide. 
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The piece es’n common eyei muft (hike, 

I warrant it extremely like. 

My Lord examined it a new j 
No looking -glafs Teem’d half To true. 

A Lady came, with borrow’d grace 
He from hie Vinos form'd her face. 

Her loser prais’d the Painter’s ant 
So like the pi&ure in bis heart ! 

To es’ry age Tome charm he lent; 

Es’n Beauties were almoft content. 

Through all the town his art they prais’d 4 
His cuitom grew, his price was rais'd. 

Had he the real likenefs fhown, 

Would any man the piflure own I 
But when thus happily he wrought. 

Each found the likenefs in his thought. 
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FABLE XXXVIII. 
The Lion and the Cob. 
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How fond are men of rule aad place. 
Who court it from the mean and bafei , 
Thefe cannot bear an equal nigh, 

But from fljperior merit fly. 

F a 
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T h»y love the cellar’s vulgar joke, 

And loofe their hours in ale and fmok«. 
There o’er fome petty club prefide ; 

So poor, fo paltry is their pride! 

flay cv’n with fools whole nights w.ll Gt, 

In hopes to be fupreme in wit. 

If thefe can read, to thefc I write, 

To fet their worth in trued light. 

A Lion cub of fordid mind, 

Avoided all the lien kind} 

Fond of applaufc , he fought the fcafts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beads; 

With afles all his time he fpent. 

Their club’s perpetual prefident. 

He caught their manners, looks, and airs; 
An afs in every thing, but ears! 

If e’er his highr.efs meant a joke, 

They grinn'd applaufc before he fpoke; 
But at each word what fhouts of praife ! 

. . . 1 u- 



Elate with flatt’ry and conceit, 

He feeks his royal fire’s retreat; 
Forward, and fond to fhow his parts, 
llis Highncfs brays; the Lion darts. 
Puppy, that curs’d yocifcnuion 
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Betrays thy life and conversion: 

Coxcombs, an ever noiiy race. 

Are trumpets of their own difgrace. 

Why fo feverc? the Cub replies; 

Our fcnaie always held me wife. 

How weak is pride! returns the (ire; 

All fools are vain, when fools admire! 

But know, what ftupid afles prize. 

Lions and noble beads defpife, 

fable XXXIX. ^ 

The Rat-catcher and Cats. 

T HE Rats by night fuch miTchief did, l 

Bittt was ev’ry morning chid. i 

They undermin'd whole (ides of bacon, 

Her chccfc was fapp’d, her tarts were taken: 

Her parties , fenc’d with thickeft parte, 

Were all demolifh'd, and laid wartc. ( 

She curs’d the Cat for want of duty. 

Who left her foes a conrtant booty. 

An Engineer, of noted fkill. 

Engag’d to flop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now furreys 
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Their haunts, .heir works, their feere. way.* 
Finds where they Ycape an ambufcade, 

And whence the nightly Tally’s made. 

An envious Cat from place to place, 

Unfeen, attends his filent pace. 

She faw, that, if his trade went on, 

The purring race muft be undone} 

So, fecretly removes his baits, 

And ev'ry ftratagem defeats. 

Again he fets the poifon’d toils, 

And Pufs again the labour foils. 

What foe (to fruftrate my defigns) 

My fchemes thus nightly countermines f 
Incens’d, he cries: this very hour 
The wretch Thai! bleed beneath my power. 
So faid. A pond’rous trap he brought, 

And in the faft poor Pufs was caught . 
Smuggler, fays he, thou fhalt be made 
A viftim to our lofs of trade. 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews. 

For pardon, life, and freedom flies. 

A filler of the fcience fpare; 

One int'reft is our common care. 

What influence! the man reply d; 

Shall Cats with us the game divide! 
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Were atl your Interloping band 
Extinguifh'd , or expell'd the land. 

We Rat-catchers might raire our feet. 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheefe ! 

A Cat, who law the lifted knife. 

Thus fpoke, and far'd her lifter’s life. 

In cv'ry age and clime we fee. 

Two of a trade can ne’er agree. 

Each hates his neighbour for encroaching; 
Squire ftigmatizes 'fquire for poaching) 
Beauties with beauties are in arms. 

And fcandal pelts each other's charms; 
Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own. 

But let us limit our delires; 

Not war like beauties, kings, and fibres; 
For though we both one prey purfue. 
There's game enough for us and you. 



FABLE XL. 

The Old Woman and her Cat*. 

friendfhlp with a knare hath made, 
Is judg'd a partner In the trade. 

F 4 
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The matron who condufts abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd; 

And if a modefl girl is feen 
With one who cures a lover’s fplcen, 

We gnefs her, not extremely nice, 

And only wifh to know her price. 

’Tis thus, that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 

A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 

Bcfidc a little fmoaky flame 
Sat hov’ring, pinch'd with age and froft; 
Her fhrivell'd hands, with veins embofs'd, 
Upon her. knees her weight fufiains. 

While palfy fhook her crazy brains. 

She mumbles forth her backward prayers. 
An untam’l fcold of fourfcorc years. 

About her fwarm’d a num’rous brood 
Of Cats, who lank with hunger mew’d. 
Tcaz’d with their cries, her choler grew, 
And thus fhc fputier’d. Hence, ye crew. 
Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fucli fiends, a hcllifh train! 
Had yc been never hous’d and nurs’d, 

I, for a witch, had ne’er been curs’d. 

To you I owe, that crowds of boys 
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Worry me with eternal noife; 

Straw* laid acrofs my place retard. 

The horfc - f hoe’s nail'd (each threfhold'i guard) 
The dunted broom the wenche* hide. 

For fear that I fhould up and rides 
They flick with pins my bleeding feat. 

And bid me fhow my fecrct teat. 

To hear you prate would vex a faint; 

W ho hath mod reafon of complaint! 

Replies a Cat Let’s come to proof. 

Had we ne'er darv’d beneath your roof. 

We had, like others of our race. 

In credit liv’d as beads of chafe. 

’Tis infamy to ferve a^iag; 

Cats arc thought imps, her broom a nag; 

And boys againd our lives combine, 

Rccaufc, 'tis faid, your cats have nine. 

FABLE XLI. 

The Pirsian, the Sun, and the Cloud. 

Is there a bard whom genius fires, 

Wliofe cv’ry thought the God Infpires ? 

When envy reads the nervous lines, 




, 




f A B L { St 

She frets, fhe rails, fhe rases, fhe pines} 
Her hiding foakes with venom fwell; 

She calls her venal train from hell: 

The fervile fiends her nod obey. 

And all Curl’s authors are in pay* 

Fame calls up calumny and fpite. 

Thus fbadow owes its birth to light. 

As proftrate to the Gcd of day. 

With heart devout, a Perfian lay, 

His invocation thus begun. 

Parent of light, all ‘feeing Suit, 

Prolific beam, whofc rays difpenOs 
The various gifts of providence, 

Accept our pra : fe, our daily prayer. 

Smile on our fields, and blefs the year. 

A Cloud, who mock’d his grateful tongue, 
The day with fudden darknefs hung; 

With pride and envy fwcll'd, aloud 
A voice thus thunder’d from the cloud. 
Weak is this gaudy God of thine. 

Whom I at will forbid to fhine. 

Shall I nor vows, nor incenfe know? 
Where praife is due, the praife beftow. 
With fervent zeal the Perfian mov’d, 

Thus the proud calumny reproy’d. 
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91 FABLES. 

He faw that all refpcft and duty 
Were paid to wealth , to power , and beauty 
Once more . lie cries , accept my prayer ; 
Make my lov'd progeny thy care . 

Let my firft hi'pc , my fav’rite boy, 

All fortune’s richeft gifts enjoy . 

My next with ftrong ambition fire : 

May favour teach him to afpire ; 

’Till he the flep of pow’r attend , 

And courtiers to their idol bend . 

With cv’ry grace , with cvry charm , 4 

My daughter’s perfeft features arm . 

If Hcav’n approve , a father’s blefs'd. 

Jove fmilcs , and grantf-^is full rcqncft . 

The firft , a mifer 3t the heart , 





Studious of ev’ry griping art , 

Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain , 
And all his life devotes to gain . 

He feels no joy, his cares encreafe , 

He neither wakes nor fleeps in peace; 

In fancy'd want ( a wretch compleat ) 

He flarves , and yet he dares not eat . 

The next to fudden honours grew : 

The thriving art of courts he knew : 
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